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Nor, surely, did he miss
Some pale, imaginary bliss

Of earlier sights whose inner landscape still was
Swiss.

V.
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I cannot think he wished so soon to die

With all his senses full of eager heat,

And rosy years that stood expectant by

To buckle the winged sandals on their feet,

He that was friends with Earth, and all her sweet

Took with both hands unsparingly :

Truly this life is precious to the root,

And good the feel of grass beneath the foot;

To lie in buttercups and clover-bloom,

Tenants in common with the bees,
And watch the white clouds drift through gulfs

of trees,
Is better than long waiting in the tomb;

Only once more to feel the coming spring
As the birds feel it, when it bids them sing,
Only once more to see the moon
Through leaf-fringed abbey-arches of the elms

Curve her mUd sickle in the West
Sweet with the breath of hay-cocks, were a boon
Worth any promise of soothsayer realms
Or casual hope of being elsewhere blest;

To take December by the beard
And crush the creaking snow with springy foot,
While overhead   the North's dumb   streamers
shoot9